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to those whom they love, but their arms are soon left
empty for all their holding, and there comes an ache
in the heart beneath/"

Then the old man rose to his feet and carefully
examined the lotus within easy reach. He looked
for perfect blossoms. When found, he picked them
and walked slowly to the garden gate, gazed down
the road and into the cemetery.

When assured that no one was about, he softly
opened the garden gate and tiptoed into the ceme-
tery. When he reached a certain moss-covered tomb
he knelt down and closed his eyes for a long time.
Without opening them he stretched forth his hands,
and his fingers wandered over the stone erection.
This action seemed to give him a certain amount of
pleasure, for a smile lit up his face.

Then he opened his eyes and filled the central
cavity in the stone with water from the water tanky
and in the two small holes on either side he lit joss
sticks. Having done these things he took out the
dying flowers from the bamboo cups and left in their
place the freshly-gathered lotus blossoms. The blue
smoke of the incense floated over the moss-covered
stone, to be lost in the brighter colouring of the sky.

Takahama had performed these duties daily for
fifty years, never by any chance changing the order
of his devotions or leaving out one of his loving duties.
As the seasons changed, so changed the flowers.
Spring saw cherry or plum blossom in the bamboo